PROLOGVE. 


N Ew PUyeSyand tJ{{4ydenheAds,ttre nfdreakift, 
Mmhfolim' d hothffhr both much mony^yn^ 
Jfthej (la/id fouf/d,andtveli / A»d a good Play 



(Whofe mode jt Secants bltifh on his marriage day ^ 
nd fhake to loo fe his honour) is like hir 
That after holy Tytyandfirf nights fir 
T et fill is Modefiie, and Jlill ret ai net 
More of the maid to fight, than Husbands paines ; 
We pray our Play may befo ; Fori am fure 
It has a noble B reeder'^and a pure, 

A learned,and A Poet never went 

More famous yet trvixt Po and fiver Trent. 

Chaucer ( ofdU. admir d ) the Story gives, 
ThereconflanttoEternity it lives', . , 

JfweletfallthcNoblenejfeofthis, 

Andthefrfl found this child lieare, be A hijfe. 

How void It jhake thebones of that good man, 

And make him cry from under ground,0 fan 
From me the witlcs chajfe offueh a vorighterQighter 
Thatblafes my Bayes, and my fam’d workes makes 
Then Robin Hood ? This is the feare we brings 
For to fay T rutb,itwercan endlejfe thing. 

And too ambitious to afire to him ; 

Weakc as we are, and aimofi breath lejfe fwi m 
In this deepe water. Do but you hold out 
X our helping hands, and we (ball take about, 
Andfomethingdoeto faveus : Toufiad heare 
Sceanes thoujj below his A rt, may yet appear e 
Worth two hoiires travell.T o his bones fweet feepe : 
Content to you. if this play doe notjice^e, 

A little dulltimefom us ,wc pcrceav^e 
Our lojfes fall fo thicke,we muf needs k 




The Two Noble 

ir ' ■ - ' • - • ’ 

Kinfmcfl. ■ 


ASlus Primus. 


SntydiyxAenmth aTorch burning i aToj, inurvhite 
Robe before fuging^unifrening F lever es. i After Hymen, 
a Nimpb,encompafi in her Trejfes, bearing a yvheaten ^nr~ 
Uni. Then Thefeus hetwetne twe ether 2 '(jf»p'hs with 
vheatett Chaplets en their heades.ThenHipoXvOithe^ride,. 
ItaibyTheiens, and another holding a G^land over.her 
head(her Treffes lik^ife hanging.) After her Emilia hol- 
ding up her Traine, . 

The Song, Mu f kef 

Ofes their f)dfpe fines beinggon, 
ifetroyallintheirfhuls alone. 

But intheir hew, , ' . ,i ; :> 

Maiden Pinebes, of odour faint, 
DaxAesfmel-lefe,yetmdft quaint 
Andfuveet Time true. 

^nm~r 0 fe fir f borne, ehiliofVer, 

Merry Springtimes Herbinger, 
fP'ith her belt dimme, • - - : 

Oiclips^intheirCrgidU^ . . / 

^^iU^ARdeath beds bloyeingi 
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